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stand is what it broke up. It—broke up—the most—pure—
and—and spiritual friendship that's ever been. It wasn't
—like—what—what people thought. We were more than
just a man and a woman—we were equals, I tell you! He
always listened to what I said. We were different from the
rest of you. We were like one person! And now—just to get
an advantage over a little idiot like Dumbell—all this ended!
Sometimes I feel as if I couldn't	"
She broke off with a choking sound in her throat, and fell
into a deep gulf of intense and miserable thinking, during which
she kept winding the child's sash, like a bandage, round and
round her arm.
Wizzie from her knees, as she bent over Lovie's little legs,
gazed at her with puzzled astonishment.
"Sit still, I tell you, child! I suppose—Jenny—you haven't
—ever—had—any suspicions, have you?"
Jenny came towards her, unwinding as she did so the sash
from her arm, and the two women proceeded to fix it round
the child's waist. Lifted hurriedly out of her chair, Lovie dis-
played in this transaction a good deal more concentration of
mind than either of her elders. The escape of the slippery
syllables "suspicion" into that thickly charged air caused the
two pairs of eyes that encountered each other across the small
figure standing on the rug to burn with a dangerous animation.
"What do you mean? Have you heard anything? I tell you
if I caught anyone breathing a single word about him in that
way I'd soon let them know	"
"I may have heard things, and I may not have heard things,"
retorted Lovie's mother, tying and untying the sash at the child's
back. "What I did was just to ask you, what you knew; so you
needn't flare up so."
"I know what you're talking about," said Jenny in a low
tense voice and Wizzie could see it was not easy for her to say
the words. "You're talking about those Communist girls he
meets at their crazy gatherings. Yes, I have sometimes"—here
she lowered her voice so much and spoke with such suppressed
emotion that even Lovie lifted her eyes from her sash and
stared at her—"have sometimes thought that it was one of them
that had got round him. But none of them come here. That I
know, for Pm—and it's only right I should be—always on the
watch."

